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My First And My Last 


Author's Notes: 


This wish caught my attention when | first saw it on the big wishlist because | had a wish about those two 
last year and the same duet song. It didn't get written so | am really glad | get to write about it now, for you. 
| hope you like this short one-shot written in the first person. Its only Nick's voice but it's all about Blixa.. I've 
watched plenty of their live performances of this so | know what you're talking about. Anyway, a very merry 
Ficmas to youl 


Everyone was so excited when the video for the single came out. Australia's sweetheart, Kylie Minogue, singing 
a duet with the country's enfant terrible, Nick Cave. We had guessed it would be a hit but we didn't know it 
would be such a big thing. 


| had to invent so many lies and stories about Kylie and |, about our chemistry and the song lyrics, and how 
we met and how the idea of the duet came up for the zillions of tv, radio and magazine interviews that asked 


me about it. | ended up hating the song and the video and everything it conveyed becouse all of this was just 


an ugly big lie. 

| only started to love the song again several months later, when | began the tour that followed the release of 
the Murder Ballads album. | could finally sing the song the way | had intended it all along because there he was, 
on stage with me, and he would sing the duet with me. 

His voice was always steady and mine was too often shaking but | think nobody ever noticed. 

He would play it cool and distant when we were singing but | knew better. The stage lights were conveniently 
hiding the flush on his cheeks whenever | was right next to him and tilting his chin up a tad to stare at him. | 
could see the sparkle in his eyes when | was singing and basically declaring my love to him in front of 
thousands of people, the vast majority of them oblivious to what was actually going on between us and thinking 
it was just for the show. The music video and the stories about Kylie and me had provided us the perfect 


cover-up. 


Some evenings | could even catch the ghost of a smile on his face, with the corner of his lips curling up when 


he was singing his part and glancing up at me. 

He would be my first man.. 

| had been his first. 

Not the first man to kiss him or see him naked but | knew | had been the first man he had let into his bed. 
| had been the first man to lie on top of him. 

| had been the first man to touch him this way. 

| had been the first man to penetrate him. 

| had been the first man to make him cry from pleasure. 

| had been the first one and | always wanted to be the last one. 

We had a passionate affair that we managed to keep secret. He left the band several years later, without too 
much explanations - | didn't need any - | knew our artistic collaboration had reached its inevitable end. | was 
devastated because this also meant that our relationship was over. He wouldn't be with me and not with the 
band and he could no longer be with the band. 

Back then, right after he went away, | spent too many nights wide awake, torturing myself with images of 


Blixa, my Blixa, in the arms of another. | was sure he would take other lovers. | did too, although all of them 


turned out to be pointless and disappointing distractions. 


Today l'm an older man. It's been twenty years but | still miss his strange mind and ideas. | have never 
forgotten him and | haven't stopped loving him and craving his body. Chasing the memory of his desperate 
youth and his eerie beauty has been driving me crazy - more than | already was - but I've relished the 


torment. 


| still have fleeting moments of happiness but they usually make me dizzy, probably because | am not used to 
feeling happy. 


| sing this song alone now on stage and my voice still shakes when | do. In my head, however, I'm with him. | 
close my eyes when | say the lyrics - they roll off my tongue and slip past my lips, leaving in my mouth a 
sweat and salty flavour that reminds me of the delicate taste of his warm and sweaty skin. 


The tech crew that takes care of the lighting during the shows knows the routine. They turn off all the lights 
for fifteen seconds when the song is over. That's all | get to try to compose myself and forget that he was 
my first and my last. 


